In Abel's tent, and with soft Moaba,

His sister, being young, it us'd to sport and play.

He soon for her too harsh and churlish grew,
And Abel (the dam dead) would use this new
For the field; being of two kinds thus made,
He, as his dam, from sheep drove wolves away,
And, as his sire, he made them his own prey.
Five years he liv'd, and couzened with his trade,
Then, hopeless that his faults were hid, betray'd
Himself by flight, and by all followed,
From dogs a wolf, from wolves a dog, he fled,
And, like a spy, to both sides false, he perished.

It quick'ned next a toyful ape, and so
Gamesome it was, that it might freely go
From tent to tent, and with the children play;
His organs now-so like theirs he doth find,
That why he cannot laugh and speak his mind
He wonders.   Much with all, most he doth stay
With Adam's fifth daughter, Sipbatecia;
Doth gaze on her, and where she passeth pass,
Gathers her fruits, and tumbles, on the grass;
And, wisest of that kind, the first true lover v*as.